1592-1644            FRANCIS    &UARLES
CHANGE
TIME voids the table, dinner's done;
And now our day's declining sun
Hath hurried his diurnal load
To the borders of the western road;
Fierce Phlegon, with his fellow steeds,
Now puffs and pants, and blows and bleeds,
And froths and fumes, remembering still
Their lashes up the Olympick hill.
Which having conquered, now disdain
The whip, and champ the frothy vein,
And with a full career they bend
Their paces to their journey's end:
Our blazing taper now hath lost
Her better half, nature hath crossed
Her forenoon book, and cleared that score.
But scarce gives trust for so much more:
And now the generous sap forsakes
Her fire grown twig: a breath even shakes
The down ripe fruit; fruit soon divorced
From her dear branch, untouched, unforced.
Now sanguine Venus doth begin
To draw her wanton colours in,
And flees neglected in disgrace,
Whilst Mars supplies her luke-warm place:
Blood turned to choler: what this age
Loses in strength it finds in rage:
That rich enamel, which of old
Damasked the downy cheek, and told
A harmless guilt, unasked, is now
Worn off jrom the audacious brow:1592-1644            FRANCIS    &UARLES
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